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destined, but I always believed it was her prayers that made
a Catholic of Shane and nearly of me,

It was during one of the holidays that the clergyman of our
parish was announced. My mother received him with her
usual amiability. The visit happened to concern me. He had
called to inform us that the Bishop of Cork was shortly visiting
Innishannon to perform the ceremony of confirmation, and
should I therefore attend some preliminary classes? My
mother assented, and I listened to the arrangements until they
were concluded and then observed: " I am not going to be
confirmed, I am going to be a Catholic."

My mother first gasped, and then laughed lightly as if to
indicate that I was joking. The parson looked all the things
he did not say, to the effect, if I could judge, that if my parents
chose to send me to be educated in the enemy's camp they must
reap the consequences. The interview, at all events, came to
an abrupt end.

Afterwards my mother questioned me on the subject, and
said:

" It is better to be a Catholic than to be nothing at all, but
it will make it very difficult for you to get married in England/'

Whether on this account I do not know, but instead of going
back to the Convent I was sent to Darmstadt. Hardly could
it be described as a school We were only three. Part of our
education consistedin being taken to the opera twice a week,in a
tram-car with Shetland shawls round our heads. But the wife
of the British Charge d1 Affaires, who was a friend of my mother's,
wrote home to say that I was playing ping-pong with German
officers. This was true; they were invited to the house to
teach us German* My mother sent her German maid to fetch
me home.

I was then barely sixteen. All further attempts at education
were abandoned. I was sent to Ireland, and left completely
to my own devices,